34	PROLOGUE	[middle east
three  years  later  to  the  British   occupation   of
Baghdad itself.
I had an uneventful journey to Basrah in the
steamer JBlosse Lynch, with its two attendant
barges, one on each side, like the burdens of Issa-
char. As we wound round the loops and bends of
the Tigris I was fascinated and a little repelled by
the uniform flatness of the alluvial delta, broken
only by high banks of derelict canals and an occa-
sional mound on the site of some great city of the
past* Twenty miles south of Baghdad, but forty by
river, we passed the great Arch of Gtcsiphon, which
we had seen for some hours ahead, on either quarter
and even astern, so fantastic are the windings of the
river. Kut al Arnara, Sheikh Saad, Ali Gharbi,
Amara, Qurna, names which will live for ever in
the history of the British Army, were no more to me
than incidents which broke but did not relieve the
monotony of the journey. At Gurmat Ali, six miles
north of Basrah, the Tigris was joined by the main
stream of the Euphrates, which I had crossed seven
hundred miles away at Bircjik two months before,
and from there to the Persian Gulf my way lay along
the great waterway of the Shatt al Arab.
I transhipped at Basrah into the British India
" slow " mail, which stopped on its way to Karachi
at all the main ports of the Gulf—Koweit, Bushire,
Bahrein, Lingah, Bandar Abbas, and Muscat. I
was rather proud of my trip, and on the train-
journey from Karachi I gave a full account of it to
my travelling companion, a quiet little man who
seemed much impressed, I finished my account by
saying that the places I should really like to visit were
the romantic cities of Central Asia, Samarkand,
Bokhara, and the rest, " I am afraid you would

